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TO  RICHARD  PLANTAGENET. 


BORN  AT  OXFORD  1157- 

IMPERIOUS  child,  untaught  by  changing  days 
To  do  obeisance  unto  changeless  law, 
Wielder  of  princely  arms,  whom  none  could  awe 
A  mid  the  thunder  of  immortal  frays  ; 
Blithe  singer  of  light  songs  and  tender  lays, 
Whose  voice  was  like  a  viol  without  a  flaw  ; 
Dreamer  of  dreams,  unsealing  eyes  that  saw 
Proud  pomps  and  pageants  locked  to  lesser  gaze ; 
Noblest  of  all  thy  blood,  whose  lion-name 
Still  lingers,  mighty  on  men's  lips  and  ears  : 
Not  all  unmindful  of  thy  hazardings, 
Yet  unforgetting  of  the  pride  and  shame, 
Across  the  strange  bright  blazon  of  the  years 
I  hail  thee,  Richard,  royal  among  kings. 
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The  King  speaks. 

Pomegranate  blossom,  blood-red  rain  of  bloom, 
Falls  lightly  on  this  land  of  crag  and  chasm, 
This  land  where  vine  and  olive  seem  to  spring 
Born  of  the  rock,  to  brave  a  parching  sun. 
These  barren  boulders,  these  sharp-fingered  palms, 
This  jutting  hillside,  where  the  myrtle  shade 
Lies  petal-strewn  with  stars  of  silver  light, 
These  are  not  things  of  common  form  and  sense. 
There  lies  the  Mount  of  Olives,  and  below, 
Beauteous  as  the  gentlest  of  earth's  brides, 
The  Holy  City  sleeps ;  and  yet  to-day 
I  cannot  bear  to  lift  mine  eyes  and  look 
Upon  the  fairness  of  her  walls  and  towers. 
O  living  Lord,  Whose  empery  doth  lie 
Amid  and  far  beyond  these  outward  signs, 
Long  have  I  toiled,  enduring  pain  of  peace 
And  pain  of  battle  ;  cities  have  I  sacked 
A  score,  from  grassy  plain  of  Picardy 
To  Ajalon  reverberant  of  war : 
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But  in  this  land  mine  armies  waste  away, 

Vanquished  in  victory.    Wherefore,  O  Lord, 

Dost  Thou  deny  Thy  blessing  to  Thy  host  ? 

What  month  of  Masses,  what  strange  sacrifice 

Did  Godfrey  do,  that  we  have  left  undone  ? 

Not  all  unfurnished  did  we  come,  but  armed 

With  plunder  of  five  realms  ;  stout  men  and  steeds 

From  England,  men  strong-limbed,  and  tall,  and  sure, 

Slow-witted  as  the  oxen  that  they  eat ; 

The  dauntless  soldiery  of  France,  and  swarms 

Of  my  own  Normans,  my  hot  Angevins  ; 

Gold  from  the  coffers  of  an  aching  land, 

Mail  of  Navarre,  Sicilian  silks  and  gems, 

The  wealth  of  Cyprus, — heart  of  me  !  all  this 

And  more  a  myriad-fold  did  we  embark, 

Nor  stinted  on  our  argosies  to  spread 

For  sail  pure  cloth  of  gold,  as  did  befit 

Emprise  of  such  import.    Great  Saladin 

Himself  hath  trembled  to  behold  from  far 

The  billowing  of  our  armament,  that  moved 

With  throaty  murmur  like  a  mounting  wave, 

Forth  putting  fingers  flecked  with  gleaming  crests 

On  meadow-land,  and  vineyard,  and  broad  tilth, 

Then  drowning  them  beneath  a  flood  of  men. 

He  stood  in  awe,  when  Acre  fell,  to  see 

The  glint  of  lances  kindling  into  flame, 
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And  faces  mad  with  tumult, — yet  not  he 

A  stripling  or  a  craven-heart,  but  brave, 

Most  brave  of  all,  did  he  but  wear  the  Cross. 

Yea,  battles  did  we  fight,  and  petty  frays, 

And  never  fray  nor  battle  fought  but  won, 

Myself  not  last  in  arms,  but  riding  free, 

Bearing  the  broom  of  Anjou  steeped  in  blood ; 

Clatter  of  hoof,  and  ring  and  roar  of  steel, 

Death-curse  and  groan  of  swarthy  Saracen, 

Reeled  in  my  flaming  senses,  tempest-wild, 

Filled  with  the  sweet  strong  wine  of  war.    Great  God 

(For  Thou  didst  lead  Thy  hosts  in  time  of  old, 

Joshua,  David — yea,  and  Godfrey,  too), 

Dost  Thou  yet  send  Thy  pitying  angels  forth 

To  breathe  upon  this  drowsy,  wrinkled  earth, 

Or  hast  Thou  left  its  torch  to  flicker  out  ? 

The  seasons  change,  the  flowers  fall  and  die ; 

With  everlasting  ebb  and  flow  the  sea 

Still  chafes  along  an  everlasting  shore  ; 

Day  comes  and  goes,  day  comes  and  brings  its  course 

Of  toil  and  splendour  and  unceasing  tears, 

Shadow  to  shadow,  noon  and  night  of  woe. 

Eternal  God,  if  these  be  changing  signs 

Of  things  immortal,  unbeheld  of  man, 

Where  do  our  strivings  tend?    No  Saladin 

Could  brook  the  fury  of  our  fray ;  and  yet, — 
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And  yet  I  know  not  what  strange  spirit  moves 
Among  us,  thwarting  all  our  destinies. 

0  Lord,  count  it  not  sin  that  I  am  stung 
With  jealousies  and  passions  ;  man  and  man 
Thou  didst  not  mould  and  seal  of  one  degree 
When  Thou  didst  fashion  them,  but  mingling  flesh 
In  divers  elements  of  form  and  frame, 

Tuning  their  limbs  and  sinews  like  a  lute 

To  play  a  various  music  ;  most  of  all 

Their  spirits  tuning  unto  modes  diverse, 

Whence  Thou  dost  draw  such  utter  harmony, 

Such  sounding  diapason,  pure  and  rare, 

As  mingles  with  the  music  of  the  spheres, 

Many  in  discord,  one  in  consonance. 

So  thou  didst  fashion  men  of  peace,  pale  clerks 

And  bishops,  meet  for  cloister-reverie, 

To  ponder  with  the  cunning  of  the  Schools 

Nice  subtleties  of  phrase,  age-long  to  chaunt 

The  agony  and  wonder  of  the  Mass  ; 

Small  men,  of  little  faults  and  little  deeds, — 

1  blame  them  not,  and  let  them  not  blame  me. 
For  Thou  didst  give  to  me  another  life, 

Shot  with  a  keener  vision,  quick  to  read 
The  heraldry  of  larger,  lordlier  worlds : 
All  fleeting  loveliness  of  flower,  all  lilt 
Of  song-bird,  lisp  of  wind  and  rain  and  sea, 


II 


All  breath  of  passion,  love  or  scorn  or  hate, — 

Hate  but  the  stronger  for  the  love,  and  scorn 

Made  mightier  by  them  both, — great  purposes, 

Great  deeds  to  do,  great  sin  and  shame  to  know. 

Yea,  Lord,  Thou  knowest  I  have  sinned,  and  oft 

Have  long  out-watched  the  vigil  of  the  stars, 

Pouring  warm  tears  of  penitence  to  purge 

My  flesh  of  fleshliness.    Dear,  piteous  Christ, 

Upon  the  blessed  rood  Thy  body  died, 

That  we,  believing,  might  inherit  life ; 

Must  we  believe  that  Thou  in  very  sooth 

Wast  flesh  (albeit  sinless),  lacking  naught 

Of  all  its  yearning  ?    When  they  taunted  Thee 

And  smote  Thy  pure,  white  brow,  did'st  Thou  forgive 

Unstirred  by  any  choking,  vengeful  thought  ? 

Then  look  upon  my  sin ;  I  am  not  meek 

And  apt  to  learn,  but  hot,  and  flinty-hard, 

Sprung  of  a  stubborn  blood  long  schooled  in  war, 

Limbs  bred  for  battle,  lips  for  laughter  made, 

Tongue  ever  tremulous  'twixt  curse  and  prayer. 

And  yet  I  think  that  something  in  me  lives 

More  heaven-born,  and  in  my  heart  and  veins 

Some  measure  of  the  godlike  ichor  runs  : 

So  Thou  dost  suffer  me  on  earth  to  be 

Thy  regent,  vessel  of  Thy  majesty. 

Men  call  me  Lion-heart ;  the  lion  loves 
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No  proud  uprearing  of  another's  will, 

No  lurking,  double-tongued  pretence  of  faith, 

To  beggar  troth,  to  barter  chance  for  chance ; 

Let  men  beware,  lest  they  shall  find  in  me 

A  scorpion  to  scourge  their  mocking  lips. 

Nor  let  them  seek  to  measure  bond  with  bond, 

Weighing  their  words  with  mine ;  the  vows  I  make 

Are  not  mine  own  to  keep,  but  given  in  pledge 

To  build  up  lordlier  bounds  of  larger  realm. 

Times  breed  occasions ;  dynasties  must  know 

Another  law  than  bargainings  and  pacts, 

That  times  and  seasons  may  attend  their  will. 

Man's  pledge  is  unto  man ;  I  answer  none 

Save  Thee,  Whose  vicars  did  anoint  me  king ; 

And  Thou  dost  know  that  craft  delights  me  not. 

My  purposes  are  sped  with  din  of  arms, 

With  sieges,  crumbling  into  dust  the  towers 

Of  them  that  stay  me.    Fire  is  in  my  blood, 

And  I  am  fleet  to  find  revenge,  but  fleet 

To  pity  and  to  pardon,  loving  best 

The  deeds  of  grace  that  best  become  a  king : 

To  fling  bright  largesse  to  the  poor,  to  save 

Thy  pilgrims  from  the  hand  of  pillagers, 

Each  day  upon  my  knees  to  hear  the  Mass, 

To  seek  out  martyred  bones  of  holy  saints, 

That  I  may  cloister  them  in  some  fair  shrine 
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With  leaves  and  tendrils  scooped  of  living  stone. 

So  kings  should  be  ;  but  Philip  ever  sits 

Uneasy  on  his  throne,  and  bites  his  lips 

With  muttered  threats  of  war  he  dare  not  wage. 

He  holds  his  councils  under  cloak  of  night, 

Brooding  dark  plots  and  mysteries  of  guile, 

And  whispers  the  cold  venom  of  his  thoughts 

Into  my  brother's  ear ;  and  John,  not  slow 

To  succour  all  who  seek  to  do  me  wrong, 

Stirs  up  my  vassals,  holding  out  brave  hopes 

Of  fiefs  and  coronets  that  they  shall  win 

When  he  shall  wear  my  crown ;  and  now  my  lands 

Lie  waste  like  gardens  withered  by  the  worm, 

While  I  am  spent  and  torn, — not  spent  with  war, 

For  I  can  stand,  firm  as  a  precipice, 

Against  the  storming  of  an  hundred  foes, — 

But  spent  in  strife  with  them  that  were  my  friends, 

In  strife  unceasing  with  the  flame  and  frost 

Of  bitter  passion  feeding  on  my  heart ; 

All  things  I  have  pursued,  all  things  of  earth, 

Save  only  this,  have  quelled  and  overcome. 

Let  me  do  penance,  Lord ;  upon  this  hill, 

This  hill  the  pilgrims  call  Mountjoy,  I  kneel ; 

I  will  behold  Thy  City ;  for  my  sin 

Can  find  no  fiercer  penance  than  to  gaze 

On  empire  that  my  weakness  cannot  win. 
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O  thou,  more  beautiful  than  all  the  dower 
Of  all  the  ages,  yet  more  sad  than  fair, 
Upon  thine  ancient  throne  in  queenly  wise 
Still  thou  dost  wait  thy  day ;  of  amethyst 
And  sapphire  is  thy  crown  of  hills,  thy  veil 
The  gold-spun  glory  of  a  thousand  clouds. 
Mine  eyes  are  dim,  and  I  can  look  no  more. 

Behold  my  penance,  Lord !    Now  let  the  years 
Bring  their  grey  burden,  they  shall  find  me  firm ; 
No  sorrow  can  they  bring  more  deep  than  this. 
Yet  there  are  worlds  to  win,  and  life  still  holds 
A  breath  of  prophecies  yet  unfulfilled ; 
Still  may  I  read  anew  in  each  day's  dawn 
Something  of  splendour,  linking  man  with  Thee, 
And  work  some  wondrous  thing  without  a  name, 
That  shall  endure  when  realms  and  dynasties 
Shall  sway  and  fall  before  Thy  day  of  doom. 
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